Over Kill 


by Craig Donner 


“To say we're this huge, thinking-man’s 
band when it comes to music— these are defi- 
nitely not symphonies,” deadpans Over Kill’s 
siren-voiced lead singer Bobby “Blitz” 
Ellsworth on his group’s less than Philhar- 
monic approach to music. “Bach and 


Beethoven can go play with their little fin- 
gers,” he concludes, spitting out a cross-sec- 
tion of a laugh that’s one part David Lee 


Roth, one part elementary school class clown. 

But Blitz has good reason to be waxing 
humor today. His band’s fifth album, Hor- 
rorscope, (Megaforce Records), is a hit out of 
the gate; ostensibly, it’s the Over Kill record to 
thrust the band to Megadeth-like popularity. 
“The rumor is it’s doing very well,” he says. 
“That means somewhere between one and 
one million copies,” spilling another laugh 
like a cheap glass of wine. 

Yet life was anything but beaming in the 
Over Kill camp one year ago. On returning 
from his honeymoon last September, Blitz 
was smacked with a painful dose of reality: 
After nine years together, the band was suc- 
cumbing to internal conflicts (“Personal prob- 
lems end up in musical problems,” he says); 
bassist D.D. Verni and guitarist Bobby 
Gustafson, the cornerstones of the menacing 
Over Kill music machine, had their fill of one 
another. Posed with the unenviable question 
“Either we get rid of a band member or we 
end the band right here,” Blitz wheeled out 
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the guillotine. “I sharpened my axe and off 
came so-and-so’s head,” he says. 

That so-and-so was original Over Killer 
Bobby Gustafson, the long-haired, pork- 
chop sideburned riffmaster of brutality. 
“It’s not bad or good in either direction,” 
Blitz now says of the split. “It worked out 
for both parties. There isn’t anything I 
wouldn’t do for Bobby.” 

With the proverbial demon exorcised, the 
band began rebuilding the creature that is Over 
Kill. Ironically, former Gustafson guitar tech 
Rob Cannavino received the first call. By 
December, with the final beam nailed into the 
14 songs that would constitute Horrorscope, 
Merritt Gant (Faith or Fear) signed on as band 
member number five; for the first time, Over 
Kill now slayed with a double-guitar attack. 

On Horrorscope, riffs ram headlong with 
flippant disregard, generating fusion-style 
mini explosions that quake the very founda- 
tions of one’s soul. Bursting over the sonic 
bombardment is Ellsworth’s glorious cater- 
waul, him spitting out the odd lyric mired 
in images of dreary, black existences. 
“Thank God I can only come up with 14 
songs a year,” he says, “because they are 
probably the most miserable, downtrodden 
times of that year.” 

The Terry Tate-produced album packs a 
seething underbelly non-existent on past 
Over Kill opuses. “It’s kind of breathing 
down your neck, smell the sweat in the tape,” 
Blitz says. That, he surmises is due in part to 
Tate and in part to the collective rebirth that 
has erupted within Over Kill since Cannavino 
and Gant’s involvement. “The overall feeling 
I get when I think back on [Horroscope’s 
recording] is ‘God, I had such a good time.’ I 
remember the little things, the guitar player 
making this Robert DeNiro impression while 
I’m doing vocal tracks.” 

Should Horrorscope fail, however, Blitz, the 
mouthhead behind the godhead F—k You 
EP, can claim at least one personal victory. 
Although the disc boasts its fair share of 
profanities, it eluded the watchdogs at 
Warning Sticker Central. “I just delete [the 
curses] from the lyrics when I handed them 
in,” he says. Now singing: “Ha, ha. We got 
one by you.” 
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by Marjie Milnor 


While most bands’ first albums reek of Pine- 
Sol freshness and over-produced studio cuts, 
New York City’s Spin Doctors broke tradition 
last February with a funky, crunchy live album. 

This September they appeased their hungry 
fans with a Pocket Full Of Kryptonite, their first 
full-length studio album since bassist Mark 
White added a fourth wheel to the musical 
vehicle in May of 1989. 

“We're not a live band. Some of us are 
unconscious most of the time. Some of us are 
dead,” says Spin Doctor’s lead vocalist, 
Christopher Barron. 

Chris isn’t joking. 

The four member band—made up of Bar- 
ron, White, percussionist Aaron Comess, and 
guitarist Eric Schenkman—has cause to be 
tired, touring the East coast now after a Jan- 
uary tour of England. 

The recently released single, “Two Princes” is 
a showcase of humor, frustration, and pride, as 
well as a stomping ground proving the Spin 
Doctors’ ability to truly work together tightly. 


Erosion 
used to 
take 
centuries. 


SHSHSHSHSHSHSHSHSHSHSHSHHSHHSSHSHSHSHSHHHSHESHEHSHEHSHSEHSEHSHESHSHHESEHESEOSEEEEHEEEESEE 


Spin Doctors 


The Spin Doctors’ sound— to explain it— is 
a conversation between instruments, a multi- 
faceted weave of floppy funk, pulsing blues, 
and raging rock exploding and imploding in 
waves. 

And the Spin Doctors live show? Very, very 
beyond description. Get geared for the show, 
because the Spins aren’t capable of boring an 
audience. Between their musical abilities and 
loopy stage antics (stage diving, giving food 
to the audience, and just plain trippin’ out...) 
you too may find yourself covered in musical 
fallout, screaming, “What time is it?—Four 
thirty. It’s not late. Naw. Naw. It’s just early, 
early, early...” 
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New five-song EP out now 
F roduced by Gin Blossoms 
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